Upto the gate they travelled at last,
Or Penkawar at far away vast,
The favour sought of headman's wife,
To bring Olwen to her hut but brief.

Promished they not to harm Olwen,
Just only to behold her shine,
The wife agreed and sent message,
Olwen with shy entered passage,

The maid clothed a robe of red silk,
A collar or rubby gold with bulk,
Of precious rubbles and emeralds,
Magnitised the beholders her mould.

Her head more yellow than flower,
Her skin, foam of wave, whiter,
Her hands and fingers fairer than
The blossom of the mood anemone,
Her eyes more brighter than the hawk.
Her boosom snowy than white duck,
Her cheeks more reddish than red rose.
When entered she, while trefoil repose.

The virgin told to them soar,
"Oh my dear Kilwich, say no more,
"Maybe, you love me, more than any,
"But me, flea not way with shaggy.